PELLY    BAY

smile to see Father Henry, in the midst of his Mass, between
the syllables of an Introibo ad altare, turn from the plank on the
right that was his altar and trim the wick while he continued
his service.

It was six o'clock next morning when I awoke. I had slept
badly on my box, unable to stretch my legs and half fallen into
the hole. Father Henry had long been up and tended to his
lamps, and now he was sitting on the couch. He had slept in
his clothes: one could not do otherwise in this terrible cold that
rose from the earth, and he was sitting motionless, fearing to
wake me, murmuring his prayers to himself. Now that I was
awake he prepared his altar by shoving to one side the kerosene
lamp and empty tobacco tin, and the Mass began. I 'served/
squatting on the couch*
'DominuSy said Father Henry; and then ducking beneath a
beam overhead he appeared' round the other side:
'Vobiscum*
And I, from the couch: *Et cum spiritu tuo? , . .
When he heard confession from one of the natives, his box
was the outer passage and the scene took place under the
vitreous eyes of the frozen seal. In this virtual darkness, at
fifty degrees below, the two men would kneel and murmur
together.
All day long I was weary, unable to get warm. I lay in my
sleeping-bag and drank tea, and as Father Henry drank with
me we chatted. I tore the paper off a packet of biscuits and
said as I threw the wrapper away:
6 An Eskimo would pick up a bit of paper like that as soon as
you threw it down.9
cSo would V Father Henry said calmly, and he picked up
what I had thrown away and put it on a shelf. He told me how
he had been informed of my coining. Nothing could better
display the mentality of these natives.
An Eskimo had come running into the cavern and had stood